VII The Slave
When a man   is hungry    he runs hither, he runs thither.
He tries one method and another.
He obtains his bread.
His hunger for food is appeased.
But there is no peace in his mind.
Desire for gold creeps into his mind.
When a man is hungry for gold he runs hither, he runs thither.
He tries one method and another.
He amasses heaps of it.
His hunger for gold is appeased.
But there is no peace in his mind.
Desire for woman creeps into his mind.
When   a   man   is  hungry   for  woman   he   runs   hither,    tie runs
thither.
He tries one method and another. He does this, he does that. At last he wins the love of a woman. But there is no peace in his mind. Other   desires    creep   into   his     mind-desire   for others'   land,
desire  for  others'   wealth, desire for extending   his  sway over
the lives of poor vanity, desire for self-conceit,    desire  for the
passing things of this perishable world.
When a man is hungry for other desires   he runs hither, he runs thither.
He tries  one method and another.
Little by little he succeeds in usurping others' lands, getting others* wealth, extending his tyranny over the minds of poor and helpless people, and making himself a king of kings.
He has many palaces to live in, he   has many chariots to drive in. he has many horses to ride on, he has many thrones to sit on. he has many crowns to wear, and he has   many servants to serve him.
But there is no peace in his mind.
Desire for desires creeps into his mind.
His desire for desires drives him mercilessly hither and thither.